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He started toward his room.

"Oh, say, Mr. Mirth," she called after him,

"would you mind helpin' me wake Miss Krater?

It's funny the way she can sleep through all the

racket I been makin'. Land knows I couldn't."

He added thin, violet veined knuckles to the

attack.

"It is strange she doesn't answer." His near

sighted eyes were screwed up in a puzzled man-
ner. "I think we should break the door open."

"Do you?" Her pop eyes were wide.

"I do." He said gravely.

They hurled themselves against the frail

pine door; it yielded readily. On the narrow

white bed lay Thelma Krater, apparently lifeless

;

bound from head to foot by a monstrous rope of

blonde hair ! Like a huge python the pale gold

strands, incredibly long and thick, entwined her

slim body, hung over the bed and swept the floor.

With feverish haste they uncovered her face, and

two blue eyes fluttered open. On the bureau

stood a bottle empty, except for a few drops of

dark brown liquid.

P'risbee Mirth stared, lifted the bottle, held it

to his nose. A sudden glow of ecstasy lighted his

face. Running from the room searched beneath

his mattress—there was the hair tonic. He had
the cough syrup in its place. The tonic was safe

!
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JOHN CROWLEY once a man of prominence

in engineering, retired some few years ago

to his home in Atwater. This little old village

sets in the Hudson Valley which accounts for its

many beautiful views. Here he spent the last

days of his life.

In his younger days', while he was engaged

in surveying land he met a young lady whom he

had married. One evening while Crowley was out

of his house a fire of incendiary origin had com-

pletely destroyed his residence. The ruins of

the conflagration were thought to have buried

his wife and two children.

Crowley discouraged and frantic went North,

where he could relieve himself of the great weight

on his mind. During his stay in the North he

gained his health and was able to renew his oc-

cupation. He remained here and accumulated

Avealth which he saved to a good advantage. One
day, while he was surveying land near a deep

embankment, he accidently fell and broke liis leg.

He never recovered from tlie effects of the fall

and he returned to his new home in Atwater,

which lie had purchased. The old engineer lived

alone with the exception of an old servant, Harris,

whom he brought with himself from the North.

Crowley, now wealthy had retired from en-

gineering. Daily he and his servant, who might
now be called his immediate friend, went roaming
through the woods, probably hunting and trap-

ping or some other past-time. This occupied his

morning time, while in the afternoon he either

read and smoked or applied himself to other

amusements. At night he would play his violin,

wliich he tliought a great deal about, and sing

beautiful songs of the wild North. This is the

manner in which he spent his old days at At-
water.

One morning a knock was heard at the door.

Harris went to the door to answer it and saw a

large built man standing before him. The strang-

er asked, "Is Mr. John Crowley at home?" Im-
mediately Harris escorted him to the parlor, and
summoned Crowley. The stranger introduced

liimself as Mr. John Crowley, the long supposed

dead son of the old engineer.


